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Talk Dirty with Porn Stars! 
FREE PHONE ems,” 


How'd you like to have personal, 
intimate conversations with 
fabulous porn stars? Wouldn't you 
love to have your secret fetishes 
fulfilled by the horniest, most 
obliging women in the world? 
Does the thought of simultaneous 
orgasm with centerfold models 
turn you on? There’s only one way 
to make these wet dreams come 
true—and it’s free! Just give a 
call. Our girls change every few 
hours, and they're ready for you, 


(212) 976-2727 
(212) 976-2626 


(212) 976-2828 


*You just pay for the call—no extra charges ever! 
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Olympic Orgy 


S YOU PROBABLY KNOW, THE 

modern Olympic Games about to 

begin in California are a modified 
revival of an ancient Grecian athletic 
festival, a contest of sports, music and 
literature. And since those ancient Greeks 
were a pretty kinky bunch, I’m sure you’ll 
agree that the orgiastic Olympic opus about 
to unfold before your eyes is fitting indeed. 
This issue’s a winner, from our own ‘‘of- 
ficial’? Olympic eyefuls—sexy sports buffs 
showing gold-medal gash and champion- 
ship form in hockey, weight lifting and 
gymnastics—to our all-inclusive guide to 
the games and getting around and getting it 
on in Los Angeles. I have a feeling that any 
HIGH SOCIETY readers who’ll be attend- 
ing the Olympics are going to want a little 
action in the way of America’s number one 
sport—sex! That’s why we’re uncovering 
the most sizzling, star-studded places L.A. 
has to offer. 

And speaking of stars, you’ll be getting 
your share in this issue as well. There are the 
good old stars and stripes in our red-hot 
salute to Independence Day, not to mention 
a pair of the most patriotic pussies ever to 
light your firecracker. Then there are the 
flesh and blood stars who shine in Holly- 
wood. In this month’s Celebrity Skin, 
you’ll see nude shots of many of your 
favorite big-name beauties: Lauren Hut- 
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ton, Glenn Close, Abby Dalton, Charlene 
Tilton and many others at their titillating 
best. 

For a more serious yet equally fascinating 
celebrity scoop, HIGH SOCIETY has an 
editorial exclusive that will blow you away: 
a bylined article by a man who was the cell- 
mate of the infamous X-rated film star 
John Holmes. His confessions about what 
porn’s biggest member is really like, as well 
as his insight into the prison underground, 
are shocking. And for comic relief, in addi- 
tion to our jokes and cartoons, we’ve got a 
humorous feature on the new singles 
scene—sex in the health spa. 

I’m making sure that HIGH SOCIETY 
keeps you hot and wet all summer long 
with, for example, a pictorial featuring a 
lifeguard drowning in a sea of pussy juice. 
And of course, each woman who appears 
on these pages is splendid and unique, from 
this month’s virgin, Corrine, posing nude in 
HS for the first time in any men’s magazine, 
and Society’s Child Angela, a sensuous sex 
kitten from one of New York’s most notori- 
ous ‘‘well-connected’’ families to covergirl 
Melissa and, for your exotically erotic 
tastes, our horny Hawaiian princess named 
Joi. 

Wherever you turn, you simply can’t lose 
with this issue. Your torch will be blazing 
from beginning to end. , 


Love and lust, 


Gloria Leonard 
Publisher 
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Every issue of HIGH SOCIETY is 
fortified with the finest in female 
flesh, lewd, libido-boosting letters, 


mind-blowing articles and deliciously © 


wicked live events. Daily doses of 
our sweet and creamy style of sexual 
nutrition guarantee you a strong, 
healthy and horny life. So satisfy 

all those nasty needs of yours by 
subscribing to America’s Hottest Sex 
Magazine. You’ll save money off 
the newsstand price and enjoy the 
tastiest titillation around when 
HIGH SOCIETY is delivered, fresh 
off the presses, right to your door. 
HIGH SOCIETY— it’s a natural— 
so subscribe today! 
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DEEP INSIDE PORN STARS controversial art form, 


morality, ambivalence and 
guilt. Each woman delivered 
HEN FEMINIST Stars,’ with head-giving her own monologue, Sue 


artists put on a headliners Gloria Leonard, Nero danced and Candida 

month-long show Candida Royalle, Veronica Royalle sang. Gloria, of 
called Carnival Knowledge at Hart, Sue Nero, Kelly course, was wonderful 
the Franklin Furnace in New Nichols, Annie Sprinkle because, as the Village Voice 
York’s trendy Soho, they and Veronica Vera, was a critic so aptly wrote, ‘‘Gloria 
invited our outspoken huge success. enjoys being infamous not 
publisher and a group of The group of sexy film only for what goes into her 
well-known porn stars to lovelies discussed their mouth, but for what comes 
perform. ‘‘Deep Inside Porn childhoods, their out of it!’? Kudos! 


MOM BEHIND 
BARS 


OMEONE ONCE 

said, ‘‘Don’t do the 

crime if you can’t 
do the time.’’ Well, this 
attractive career criminal 
made more than just time 
with a certain male prison 
guard, and now she’s 
wondering if she’ll be able 
to find a decent diaper service 
in the joint. 


BOOBS 
FOR BOOKS 


N AN EFFORT TO 
encourage myopic 
citizens to read, the 
community board of a tiny 
Nebraskan town 

has introduced 


SEX 
OLYMPICS 


HOUGH SCORNED 

by the news media, the 

1984 Sex Olympics, 
held in Intercourse, 
Pennsylvania, was an 
arousing success. The U.S. 


topless Slut Team crawled away with 
librarians. three medals, bronze for 
Some of underwater fucking, silver for 
mt the town- two-fisted hand jobs and gold 
i A folk, how- for marathon gang bangs, 
ever, are but was beaten by the 
naturally a little burly German team in S&M 
skeptical as to Roulette. Seen here is 
whether or not Sweden’s Ms. Astrid evidently 
these buxom enjoying the thrill of her 
bookworms will really fuckathalon victory. A little 
I have an enlightening bug-eyed from her ordeal, Ms. 
effect. It seems some Astrid had this to say: ‘‘Kahn 
, unidentified perverts have min fitta.’’ Translated, that’s 
~ r ] begun leaving a lot more than ‘Please hold my cunt.’’ Now 


4 just books in the deposit slot. that’s a sore winner! 
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OU REALLY 


haven’t gotten your wanted to 
rocks off until you’ve know about 
experienced the erotic enemas but were 


pleasure of a deep, satisfying 
enema—that’s according to 
David Barton-Jay, whose 
new book, The Enema As An 
Erotic Art & Its History, 
offers a definitive look at the 
enema’s penetrating back- 
ground as well as its 

current fascination. 


This probing work /, 
tells you every- 
thing you ever 


too grossed out 

to ask. Copies 

may be obtained } 

by writing to: The 

David Barton-Jay | 
Projects, Suite : 

3156, 175 Fifth 

Avenue, New \ 


Wind up this tricky dicky and 
Di Cc K IN then stand back as it 


THE BOX 


ejaculates to the tune of 
“*Pop Goes the Weasel.’’ 


OR HORNY ADULTS Need a present for that 


Tred = oi 5 
who are young at hard Sa ie gal in your life? H i is H > at i ET Y 
helt into forwats,” ogeheot  ~— | Golden Dildo Award 

A Real Horse’s Ass 


COCK 
AU VIN 


HARLIE BOUGHT 
Suzy one of those 
handy-dandy kitchen 
magicians that slices, dices, 
chops, peels, grates and 
(unfortunately for Charlie) 
castrates. Yes, it seems Suzy 
had hoped to go out to 
dinner that night. She was 
not amused when Charlie 
told her to make with the 
pots and pans, 
’ Moral of the 
story? Never tell a 
woman her place 
is in the 
kitchen or 
you’re dead 
meat! 


OT ONLY ARE 

we staunch defenders 

of free expression, we 
also appreciate fine art. 
However, the Trump Organi- 
zation, a New York-based, 
billion-dollar real estate cor- 
poration, can make neither 
claim, and that’s why they’re 
getting this month’s Golden 
Dildo Award. In the fancy, 
pink marble shopping mecca 
of their palatial Trump 
Tower, a ritzy building on 
Manhattan’s East Side, a 
$250,000 statue of a horse 
was erected. The bronze 
stallion, created by Italian . 
sculptor Arturo Di Modica, 
one of the most respected 
and talented artists of our 
time, was to remain on ex- 
hibit for three months—but it 


only lasted about three 
days. It seems the life-size, 
lifelike stallion’s private 
parts were a bit too realistic 


and graphic 


for the pious . 
‘ 


folks at Trump. In 
addition, a Trump 
spokesperson said 
the horse ‘‘has a 
big rear end that 
was facing the 


elevator. You get “at 
in the elevator and _ 

you see this big te 
horse’s behind in a 


your face.’’ Well, er 
Trump, we say it’s 
better to see one 

than be one! 


Sinful Celebration 


I’m still flipping through my cum-stained 
copy of the May HIGH SOCIETY, your 
eighth anniversary issue—I just can’t get 
enough! I mean, there was Tanya and her 
luscious, super-sensitive tits, my favorite 
boob queen Candy Samples in a leather 
outfit that really brings out the animal in 
her and a deliciously evil ‘‘Sex Crimes”’ arti- 
cle. Happy anniversary—and many more! 


Elmer K. 
Midland, TX 


It’s unanimous! Everybody’s still raving 
about our blockbuster eighth anniversary 
issue. We were determined to celebrate in 
the biggest, bawdiest way we knew, and 
judging by the response from our readers, 
we were successful. 


Montage of Muff 


The cover of your eighth anniversary issue 
(May HS) was breathtaking! It blew every 


Priscilla Barnes and her perky tits in the 
June HIGH SOCIETY. I know I can 
count on your magazine to present the 
best in naked celebrities. 


Claude W. 
New Bedford, MA 


You have to help me! I’ve got the hots for 
Abby Dalton who appears on the sizzling 
nighttime soap ‘‘Falcon Crest.”’ I figured 
if anyone had access to some naked pic- 
tures of her, it had to be HIGH SOCIETY. 
It would really put some lead in my pencil 
if you could possibly run some nudes of 
her real soon. Nothing would give this 
devoted boob tube fan more pleasure than 
a glimpse of Abby’s bare tits. 


Jerry L. 
Steubenville, OH 


Your wish is our command. If you turn to 
this month’s Celebrity Skin section, you’ll 
Jind a rare shot of Abby in the buff. And 
if that isn’t enough to get your rocks off, 
Celebrity Skin #7 is now on sale at news- 
stands everywhere, featuring dozens of 
naughty celebrity nudes. 


opinion, Uschi’s knockers are perfect. I 
could suck on them forever! 


John S. 
Bakersfield, CA 


Although she’s been around for a while, 
Uschi Digart’s popularity, like her 
breasts, hasn’t even begun to sag. 


Milk and Nookies 


I was born and raised on a milk farm, but 
I never met any girls who were as luscious 
as those two farmer’s daughters Goldie 
and Jeanie Beth who appeared in the June 
HIGH SOCIETY. I sure would love an 
opportunity to take a milk bath with 
them. I’d give ’em a taste of my own 
throbbing udder, and then I’d squirt some 
‘milk’? of my own up their moist cunts. 
I’ve always felt milk and sex were a dyna- 
mite combination. 


Elbert T. 
Birmingham, AL 


other men’s magazine off the newsstand. 
I’d never seen so much tempting twat per 
square inch before, and between those 
covers was one of your best books yet, a 
true collector’s item. HIGH SOCIETY 
really is the hottest sex magazine in 


Like they say, milk’s a natural. 


Working Stiff 


America. 


Kevin T. 
Lynbrook, NY 


And we’re getting hotter every day! 


Famous Flesh 


I’ve always purchased your magazine be- 
cause you usually run titillating celebrity 
skin features on such lovely ladies as Joan 
Collins, Linda Blair, etc., but I really love 
the new potpourri format you’ve in- 
stalled. Now celebrity nude freaks every- 
where can gawk at more cooze per page. I 
was particularly impressed with gorgeous 
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Her Cups Runneth Over 


Three cheers for Uschi Digart, the world’s 
biggest and best tit queen! It’s great to see 
that she was included in the June HIGH 
SOCIETY big tit issue. I don’t mean to 
take anything away from the other top 
heavy gals who were featured, like peren- 
nial bra-busters Kitten Natividad and 
Raven de la Croix, but in my humble 


Am I ever in the wrong profession! After 
reading your article on male strippers in 
the June issue of HIGH SOCIETY, I real- 
ized that it is possible to love your job, es- 
pecially if it entails shaking your cock at 
dozens of horny women. Imagine actually 
getting paid to expose your manly 
charms! Some guys have all the luck. 


Joe M. 
Chicago, IL 


Ever since we ran ‘‘How To Be A Male 
Stripper’’ in our June issue, we’ve been 
deluged with letters from horny, well- 
hung guys asking how they can get into 
the business. All we can say is: ‘‘Where 
there’s a will, there’s a way.” x 


HIGH 
SOCIETY ks . 
VIRGIN > 


T’S A GOOD THING YOU . 
bought this particular issue of HIGH € — 
SOCIETY, because if you hadn’t, 
you’d miss an honest-to-goodness virgin! 
Corrine, a sensuous sauna addict, has never EEE 
posed nude for any men’s magazine before 
and she’s really getting aroused thinking 
about all you flesh freaks who'll be drooling : — -— 
over her glistening charms. 
“T’ve always been an exhibitionist. 
Whenever I've felt the urge, I’ve flashed my om —z _¥ 
tits or bush at unsuspecting bus drivers, 
mailmen, even in front of thousands of 
people at a baseball game!” she admits with — ee 
a sly grin. “Being chosen to pose stark : 
naked in HIGH SOCIETY is really a dream 
come true for me, a wet dream that is.” — 
Although this is her first layout, we’ve got a 
feeling it won’t be her last. 


Photos by Peter Flodqvist 


WAU 
10 
NATE 


Husband Beater 


Dear Gloria, 

Barry, my husband of three years, is a 
short, delicate man, 105 pounds and a 
shade over five feet tall. I’m nearly five feet 
eight inches tall, with long, muscular legs 
and 38-inch breasts. I work out with 
weights and run over 25 miles a week. 

Recently, while cleaning the house, I 
came across a cum-stained copy of HIGH 
SOCIETY. I couldn’t understand why he’d 
masturbate over a magazine when he had 
me. I felt jealous, as if he’d been cheating 
on me. My mood was foul as I began to pre- 
pare dinner that night. It didn’t help mat- 
ters any when the oven timer broke and the 
pot roast burned. When Barry came home 
from work, I threw the meat in front of 
him. He took one bite and gagged. ‘‘I can’t 
eat this,’’ he said. ‘‘It tastes like shit.” 
Reaching across the table, I smacked him 
across the face with the back of my hand. 

I’d always been able to dominate our re- 
lationship both emotionally and sexually. 
Though it was understood I could beat him 
to a pulp if I wanted to, this was the first 
time I’d actually hit him. It was as if I’d 
tasted blood for the first time. Feeling utter 
contempt, I came at him. He tried to make a 
run for it, but I grabbed hold of his arm and 
spun him around. Then I hit him in the face 
with a vicious roundhouse punch, the dia- 
mond from my engagement ring catching 
him squarely under the eye. He went flying 
over the dining room railing and landed 
face down on the living room carpet, pour- 
ing blood. He was unconscious. I called an 
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ambulance, and the paramedics showed up 
in 15 minutes. They took him to the hospi- 
tal, and though there was nothing seriously 
wrong, he needed two stitches. Naturally, 
the doctors asked what happened. Barry 
said that he fell down the stairs, and they 
believed him. 

After that night, Barry refused to let me 
touch or sleep with him. Despite my plead- 
ing, he flatly refused to discuss the incident. 
A week later, he showed me the article 
‘Battered Husbands’’ in March HS and 
told me to read it. I did, and what followed 
was one of the most open, liberating con- 
versations of our entire marriage. The sim- 
ple knowledge that there are other men who 
are beaten by their wives was an incredible 
relief to him. I, too, was astonished by 
much of the information, particularly the 
fact that more husbands are beaten by their 


Whether it’s intimate or 
intelligent, funny or freaky, 
if it quivers my quim, I'll put 
it in print! So let me hear 
from you—all you have to do 

is lick it and stick it in 
the mail! Send your sexy 
scribblings to me, 
Gloria Leonard. 


Talk To Me 
High Society Magazine 
01 Second Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10017 


wives than vice versa. Well, we’re trying to 
work things out now, and I’m writing to say 
that it’s great you were able to bring this 
taboo subject out into the open. I’d pre- 
viously considered HS a worthless jerk-off 
rag. At first, I blamed you for putting an 
unwelcome strain on my marriage—now I 
feel your magazine may save it. Please keep 
up the good work. 
Helena 
St. Paul, MN 


Dear Helena, 

We intend to. We’ve been working like 
sweathogs rounding up high quality ar- 
ticles, and it’s good to know they’re appre- 
ciated. Nothing would make me happier 
than to bring you a magazine that stimu- 
lates both the genitals and the mind. 


Bald Ball 


Dear Gloria, 

My best friend and I visited the apart- 
ment of two girls we know, and the whole 
thing turned out wilder than anyone ex- 
pected. We were drinking and playing 
poker when one of the girls, Jill, suggested 
we play for higher stakes: the winners 
would take the losers to bed and do any- 
thing they wanted. So there we were, paired 
up, Jill and Carol versus David and me, and 
my luck hit bottom. It was one of those 
nights when I couldn’t even put a pair of 
deuces together. 

Before long, David and I were both 
graceful losers, willing to face our obliga- 
tions courageously. Carol led David into 


her bedroom; Jill brought me into hers and 
had me spread across the bed. She tied my 
feet and hands to the bedposts. While she 
was doing this, I was laughing to myself, 
thinking this is one wild broad. The thing is, 
you’d never know it to look at her. She’s 
got short black hair cut in bangs, wears 
glasses and her flat-chested figure resembles 
a stick. 

Jill started jacking me off, all eight inches 
of my thick rod, flicking her tongue where 
needed. I was hard as a battering ram. She 
deep throated me, then pulled away and 
started picking some of my pubic hairs off 
her tongue. ‘‘You’re a hairy one,”’ she said, 
leaving the room with a sly, terrible grin. 

She returned with a handful of soap suds 
which she rubbed sensuously around my 
throbbing rod. ‘‘Sit on it, baby,’’ I said. 
But no. She pulls out a straight razor and 
was going to shave my cock and balls. 
‘Hell, no!’’ I screamed. é 

Twisting furiously on the bed, I tried to 
break my bonds while this crazy bitch ap- 
proached my weenie with the sharp blade. 
“Get away,’’ I pleaded. ‘‘Help! Somebody 
help me!”’ 

“Keep still,’’ Jill instructed, ‘‘or you 
could make me slip.’’ So I trembled, quietly 
begging her not to shave me, ‘‘This won’t 
hurt you much,”’ she said confidently, mak- 
ing the first cut across a patch of my pubic 
hair. 

The cold of the razor stung as she cut off 
the hairs at the base of my penis. She glided 
the blade around my balls, nipping each 
stray pubic strand. Then she toweled me 
dry. I’d soaked the bed with sweat. 

I was so relieved to still have my pecker 
that I got sort of a triumphant erection 
which Jill quickly went down on. I blew a 
wad of sperm over her face, and it trickled 
down her chin, onto the thick, dark nipples 
that darted from her flat chest. That bitch is 
nuts! She’s called me twice since then, but 
I’m keeping my distance. 

Gary 
Charlottesville, VA 


Dear Gary, 

I’ve never played barber with a man, but 
a well-trimmed bush (male or female) often 
enjoys increased sensitivity and pleasure. 


He’s The Boss 


Dear Gloria, 

Brad, the personnel director at my hus- 
band’s company, has been telling me for 
three years that Jerry would never be pro- 
moted until I served a full weekend as his 
sex slave. At first, I thought he was kidding, 
but he was very persistent. For the life of 
me, I wouldn’t do it because I’d always con- 
sidered myself a faithful wife and mother. 
Unfortunately, money problems and being 
constantly passed over for promotion made 
Jerry so frustrated, he lost interest in sex. 
Though I told myself it was only to help 


Jerry, I was horny and bold as hell when I 
called Brad and told him he was on. 

Jerry was sent to Chicago for a weekend 
conference, and I met Brad at a shopping 
center parking lot, wearing nothing but a 
pair of heels and a raincoat. There were two 
guys with Brad in the car. A couple of 
young boys on bikes were nearby. Brad told 
me to open my coat and flash the boys my 
tits and puss. It was fucking embarrassing 
showing those teenagers my 36-year-old 
body. They giggled at my sagging tits and 
wide rear and especially at my puss with my 
labia hanging out. I felt humiliated in a 
thrilling kind of way. 

I got into the backseat with Brad’s 
friends. I rode naked in the car, down wind- 
ing rural roads, while the men fingered my 
cunt. This relaxed me so much, I was anx- 
ious to be submissive and exploited. We ar- 
rived at Brad’s ocean-front home in 30 
minutes. Inside, I wiggled my ass and shook 
my big tits like a stripper. Brad loved it,.and 
I must admit, I was stimulated having three 
guys to myself after putting up with Jerry’s 


infrequent and half-hearted fucking. 

For the next 42 hours, I licked, sucked 
and fucked all the guys, including this black 
stud, a sort of handyman, who put on a 
show tearing into me. The other guys 
cheered as his deep-thrusting cock sent me 
moaning and groaning. I’d always won- 
dered if the rumors about black guys’ pro- 
wess were true, and I found out first hand 
with this stud’s nine-inch cock. I took all of 
it up my puss and absolutely adored being a 
slut. 

Brad was so pleased with my enthusiasm 
that he let me spend a few hours at the 
beach. He told me I’d been such a good 
slave that I’d out-fucked all the guys! Wow! 
That got my ego glowing. Imagine an ‘‘old 
bag”’ like me satisfying three studs. 

When I walked back after a little sun, the 
guys were refreshed and ready to fuck my 
ass. I stuck out my buns and said, ‘‘Come 
and get it!’’ I was pretty sore when they 
finished ramming my ass, but I was also 
very happy. 

Now Brad says that we should plan an- 


“The stars predict that you’ll notice a rash in a couple of days.’’ 
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other weekend so he can keep my husband 

in mind for that promotion. I’m wondering 

if I should jeopardize my marriage with an- 

other stint as a sex slave. Do you think it’s 
worth the risk? 

Sally Jo 

Columbia, MO 


Dear Sally Jo, 

You sure sound naive for someone from 
the ‘‘Show Me’”’ state. It’s one thing to 
screw around because you enjoy it, but 
quite another to do it because some bastard 
is holding a threat over your head. Brad is a 
manipulator, and you can bet before he’s 
through, there will be many more demands. 
I say send this guy a present of a prostitute 
with the clap. Then tell him to fuck off. 


-Laundry Load 


Dear Gloria, 

I’m unemployed and have a lot of time 
on my hands these days. I kill a lot of it in 
the laundry room of my apartment build- 
ing, washing my clothes and keeping an eye 
out for hot ladies. One Tuesday afternoon, 
I was down there with my radio, waiting for 
my load of laundry to rinse, when I looked 
up and saw an ebony enchantress standing 
in the doorway. Her long legs stretched in- 
vitingly from beneath a man’s shirt which 
was all she had on. 

“*T guess I should say hello, neighbor,’ 
she said in a husky voice. 

My cock shot up. We exchanged small 
talk. She’d arrived from Texas a couple of 
weeks ago and was trying to find a job 
modeling. Unbuttoning a few buttons to re- 
veal the tops of her plump, brown tits, she 
swung her ass to the side and asked me if I 
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thought that pose could land her a job. 

“‘Sure,’’ I responded. ‘‘But it’s more 
likely to get you raped.”’ 

She shrugged. ‘‘Maybe if there were any 
men around when I did it.”’ 

Well, that comment pissed me off. I went 
over and smacked her bare butt, and as she 
turned around, I lifted her onto the washing 
machine and sunk my face into her purplish 
pussy. Her legs kicked against my back with 
every low growl she made. 


“1 smacked her bare 
butt, then lifted her 
onto the washing 
machine and sunk 
my face into her 
purplish pussy.’ 


Then we kissed, and her hands crept up 
and rubbed my ass before roaming toward 
the bulge of my hidden cock. ‘‘I’ve always 
dreamed about fucking a stranger,’’ she 
murmured, rolling her tongue over my ear. 

This ebony goddess unzipped my pants, 
and my prick popped out in a hard salute to 
her beauty. She bent over the washing 
machine which was starting the spin dry cy- 
cle, and I entered her dripping love nest 
from behind. I was banging my dick blue 
when the spinning cycle really kicked on. 
The machine vibrated, bouncing her back 
against my cock. 

“Rasy, lover,’’ the fox cried. ‘‘Don’t 
wear me out.’’ She pressed her mound 
against the vibrating machine. She was 
thrashing and gyrating, pumping vigorous- 
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“Oh, John... you never talk to me anymore!’’ 
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ly on my meat. With incredible intensity, I 
spurted into her cunt. Then she licked all 
the juices from my prick. 

We’ve arranged to do our laundry to- 
gether twice a week, and sometimes she 
calls me to her apartment for a little be- 
tween-washings bang. 

Bill 
New York, NY 


Dear Bill, 

You’re proof that housework doesn’t 
have to be boring and that keeping clean 
can be fun. 


Housewife Hooker 


Dear Gloria, 

My wife and I have been married 15 
years. She’s 35, but still a beauty and one 
horny woman. 

Early in our marriage, I lost my job, and 
we were desperate for money. It was then 
that she trusted me with the news of what 
she’d done before we were married: She’d 
been a hooker. She begged me to let her go 
out on the streets again to bring in some 
cash until I found a job. 

Linda explained her story of falling into 
hooking by accident. She was 18 and had 
gone to New York with stars in her eyes, 
dreaming of Broadway. With little money 
or experience, she ended up turning tricks. 
A pimp told her to work for him, but she re- 
fused. 

Then one night, some guys dragged her 
off the street and brought her to a dirty 
house. She was stripped and hung up by her 
wrists. A fat woman said it was her job to 
train the honkey bitch to work for ‘‘The 
Man.”’ 

Wire coathangers were wrapped around 
her breasts, a vibrator was taped in her 
pussy. They beat her ass repeatedly with 
another coathanger. When she passed out, 
they revived her so she’d feel the beating. 
She finally agreed to work for the pimp. 

Last year, I lost another job, and Linda 
was quick to offer to help make ends meet. I 
used to feel hurt that she had to sell her ass. 

But today, we help each other. When she 
has to hook, I leave her ina motel room and ~° 
go to a bar where I know I can peddle her 
services—straight, French or Greek—for 
$80. And if the customers don’t satisfy her 
itch, I tend to it myself when she gets home. 

I love my Linda. And I’m proud of her. 

Timothy 
Boston, MA 


Dear Timothy, 

Provided husband and wife agree, I see 
nothing wrong with picking up some thrills 
or bills with a little freelance screwing. 
Knowing there are a lot of men out there 
who are gladly paying to get a piece of what 
you get free should tip you off to the very 
special kind of lady you married. 4 
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HS presents a 
titillating trio of erotic 
athletes who give new 
meaning to the term 

“sports buffs” 


who gives new meaning to the term clean and jerk. 

“I usually invite my boyfriend over when I work out. 
I really dig it when he slips his hard cock into my mouth 
when I’m bench pressing,” she confesses, her massive 
breasts jiggling as she pumps iron. 

As these photos clearly indicate, Lana’s quite serious 
about weight lifting. “I can dead lift about 225 pounds,” 
she boasts. “And I’m getting better every day. My 
concentration is so finely tuned, I can even fuck or suck 
without losing control of my weights.” 


L ANA’S A BUXOM FEMALE WEIGHT LIFTER 
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would win the gold again and beat 

the pants off those Russians just like 
we did in 1980,” admits Lisa, a devoted 
hockey buff. “But who would’ve thought 
we'd lose our first two games to Canada and 
Czechoslovakia and then settle for a tie with 
Norway? I guess it just wasn’t in the cards. 

“I'd like nothing better than to console 

each and every one of those strong, 
muscular hunks,” she explains, fondling her 
firm tits. “We'd have our own Olympic 
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games—the Sex Olympics. I'd let each of 
them take a long, hard slapshot at my juicy 
goal crease with their massive pricks, only I 
wouldn’t even attempt to stop them from 
scoring. Ooh, my nipples get so hard just 
thinking about the naughty things I'd do 
with those jocks.” 


Los Ange 
1984 Olym 
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VER SINCE HER HIGH SCHOOL 
E days, Debbie has been a dedicated 

gymnast. “I had my very first orgasm 
on the parallel bars,” she admits, flashing a 
winning smile and a perky pair of tits. “For 
the next few months I spent every spare 
moment in the gym, rubbing my oozing slit 
against the hard wooden bar.” 

One of Debbie's biggest fantasies is to 
actually participate in the Olympics. “I’m 
not nearly good enough, but just the idea of 
competing in front of millions of people via 
satellite makes me tingle all over,” she insists 
as she shows off her acrobatic form. “I may 
not be another Cathy Rigby, but when I 
compete in the nude, I’m always the center 
of attention.” 
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Sports and Sex Guide to the Summer Olympics 


by Lawrence D. Stevens Photos by Kenneth Brewster 
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OR 16 DAYS THISSUMMER, LOS fy” Pil Lighting Your Torch 
Angeles will be the center of the “f 


At sunset on July 28, the Olympic flame 
will be rekindled, setting off the latest ver- 
sion of an idealistic event born 2,700 years 
ago in Greece. This year’s games will in- 
clude some of the most exciting events in 
decades of competition. Among the ath- 
letes coming to Los Angeles are dozens con- 
sidered the best of this century. The clamor 
for tickets to almost all events has been phe- 
nomenal. Let’s hope that if you are plan- 
ning on making it to Southern California 
for the Olympics, you have ordered your 
tickets long ago. 

The pre-game ceremonies will begin on 
Saturday afternoon, July 28, at Los Angeles 
Memorial Coliseum, with President Ronald 
Reagan expected to be in attendance. This 
three-hour spectacle of music and marching 
includes fireworks and the lighting of the 
Olympic torch. The games themselves begin 
at 9 a.m. the following day with men’s 
preliminary basketball. The location for 


world’s attention as the home of the 
23rd Olympiad of the modern era. L.A. 
welcomes approximately 10,000 athletes 
from around the world, plus 50,000 
coaches, trainers and staff members, 8,000 
members of the press and countless thou- 
sands of spectators. As a service to our own 
particular sports fans, we at HIGH SOCIE- 
TY have put together this guide to the com- 
ings and goings of this hectic summer in the 
land of hot tubs and halter tops, fast lanes 
and fast women. L.A. has a reputation for 
being mellowed out, laid back, too cool to 
get sweaty about sex. Don’t believe it. 
Whether you’re on a gold medal team or 
just hanging around in the bleachers, 
whether you’re in a uniform or (preferably) 
out of it, L.A. is the place to score. Bronzed 
California beauties—fit, friendly, flirty and 
as horny as you—are everywhere, playing 
games no Olympic committce would ever 
approve. 
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this meeting is the Los Angeles Forum, but 
this is only one of the many arenas the 
games will inhabit, from the Long Beach 
Convention Center to Dodger Stadium and 
the Santa Anita racetrack. 


Gold Medal Gash 


Often called ‘‘the year of the woman ath- 
lete,’’ 1984 will give us females competing 
in 75 events within 15 sports. Three- 
quarters of the 17 newly added events are 
women’s, including a marathon, rifle 
shooting, synchro swimming, a 3,000-meter 
run and a cycling road race. 

But athletic types are not the only speci- 
mens you’ll find in and all around L.A. 
during the games. California girls are sexy, 
fun and very friendly, and man does not live 
by pentathlons alone. And since most Olym- 
pic events will not run past 6 p.m., you’ll 
have plenty of time to explore some of Los 
Angeles’ other happenings, including 
America’s number one sport—sex. After 
hours of staring at some cute 17-year-old 
Swedish gymnast wiggling her ass and pert 
titties inside skin-tight leotards, you’ll want 
to assume a few gymnastic positions of your 
own and let some young lovely do a little 
vaulting on your pole. 

Luckily, L.A. is a city beautifully set up 
to get you laid safely, immediately and 
relatively economically. 

First, how about a massage to loosen up 
those muscles knotted from sitting in those 
stadium seats. Some of the best-appointed 
legitimate massage parlors are Circus Max- 
imus (1227 N. La Cienega Blvd., West 


Hollywood) and Beverly Hills Massage and 
Spa (8574 Santa Monica Blvd., W. Holly- 
wood). Both are open 24 hours. 

Perhaps you’d like to get the libido revi- 
talized by taking in some good old-fash- 
ioned sleazy stripteasing. Try that old 
standby, the Ivar Theatre (1605 N. Ivar St., 
Hollywood), where numerous unclad ladies 
do their thing from 11 a.m. till 3a.m. Then 
there’s the Kit Kat Club (6550 Santa 
Monica Blvd., Hollywood; phone for 
showtime 464-0466), where rock bands help 
the ladies keep the joint jumping. A favo- 
rite with tourists and locals alike is Filthy 
McNasty’s (11700 Victory Blvd., North 
Hollywood), which features the rowdy en- 
tertainment of Filthy and his Foxy Filth- 
ettes Band on Fridays and Saturdays. Strip- 
pers with real style show off at The Body 
Shop (8250 Sunset Blvd., Hollywood) and 
at the Tropicana (1250 N. Western Ave., 
Hollywood). For a bevy of vixenish valley 
girls, there’s no place like April’s Cabaret 
(15254 Parthenia St., Sepulveda). 

Want to get a closer view of some L.A. 
ladies? No problem. You might try the Star- 
dust Photo Studio (1444 Aviation Blvd., 
Redondo Beach), which zives you a selec- 
tion of good-looking young ‘‘models’’ you 
can photograph or body paint. It is open 
daily from 10 a.m. to 2 a.m. A bit farther 
away but well worth the drive is the Circus 
of Massage (719 N. Harbor Blvd., Fuller- 
ton). Open 24 hours a day, seven days a 
week, it boasts 24 masseuses on call at all 
times, and they certainly include a number 
of real knockouts in the bunch. Sessions at 


the Circus go from $75 to $150 and include 
a private room, Swedish massage, fingertip 
massage and, in the words of their spokes- 
man, “‘all sorts of good things.’’ Truer 
words were never spoken. The top-price 
session is a special ‘‘two-girl fantasy.”’ 

Perhaps after a long day at the Olympics 
you feel like slipping back to your hotel 
room and staying there. Laid back Los 
Angeles has numerous ‘‘outcall’’ services. 
Try Silk Sheets & Negligee, serving L.A. 
and Orange County. Their ‘‘negligee spe- 
cial’? is an economical $25, plus whatever 
tip you arrange with the girl. Phone number 
is 463-7374. Other outcall places: Executive 
Suite for southern Los Angeles and Orange 
County (tel. 714-995-5689); Wild Coeds 
Outcall (‘‘specializing in bit tits’’) in L.A. 
only (tel. 213-463-3832); Easy Pleasures 
(tel. 213-463-7374). Prices range from $75 
to $100 and up, depending on time and ser- 
vice. And for even faster fun, California 
now has its own HIGH SOCIETY Free 
Phone Sex lines. In the L.A. area, dial 
213-976-2626, 213-976-2727 and 
213-976-2828. For three thrilling minutes 
with a California girl, try the $2 number: 
213-976-6060. 

Swinging is alive and well in the Los 
Angeles area. Many swing parties are held 
at private homes, and you must phone 
ahead to make reservations and get exact lo- 
cations. The Ranch in Sunland (call 
213-353-0035) is located on an acre of land. 
Fifteen or 20 couples usually partake of 
each other from Saturday to Wednesday. 
Single ladies are welcome, too. 

Together Swingers has some wide open 
parties, and they’re free for couples. Tele- 
phone them at 213-657-9407. The Spa in 
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Sun Valley is the hottest new club in the 
state. Parties are held on Saturdays for ‘‘at- 
tractive couples’’ only. The setting is a large 
home with indoor pool, hot tub, video 
room, etc., and admission is $30 (Tel. 
213-768-4271). 

For some stronger meat, give the folks at 
The Inner Bondage Club a call (213- 
994-5867). Private parties are held for men 
and women into bondage and discipline, 
voyeurs and exhibitionists. 

In a town where everyone drives, you'll 
find very few actual streetwalkers. There 
are a few on West Avenue and some high- 
class girls circulating around the downtown 
and airport hotels who generally ply their 
trade for big-money businessmen. How- 
ever, during the Olympics with its throngs 
of sports fans, more hookers than usual 
may convene. But the truth is, California 
girls being what they are, hookers are hard- 
ly necessary. 


Star-Studded Scenes 


Whether you’re looking for a sensuous 
surfer or a sizzling starlet, you won’t be dis- 
appointed. L.A.-ers are heavily into hedo- 


nism, as you’ll find when you explore the 
nightlife. 

One of the hottest spots right now, Hard 
Rock Cafe (8614 Beverly Blvd., Beverly 
Hills), is the gathering place for young 
trendies. There are good burgers, ribs and 
chili, a Cadillac coming through the roof 
for decor and a huge circular bar where you 
can meet some of the sexiest young ladies in 
town. 

In the same vicinity, Chasens (9039 
Beverly Blvd., Beverly Hills), is a landmark 
of old Hollywood. John Barrymore and 
Humphrey Bogart were regulars, and the 
remaining figures from the golden age of 
the movies can still be seen dining at this 
very expensive spot. 

If you want to dine right in the middle of 
downtown Beverly Hills, a stone’s throw 
from ritzy Rodeo Drive, but can’t afford a 
fortune on food, go to Tony Roma’s (9404 
Brighton Way) for inexpensive and ex- 
cellent chicken and ribs. If you are staying 
in downtown L.A., you can check out the 
multitude of good restaurants in China- 
town. Best bet, Grand Star (943 Sun Mun 
Way, New Chinatown). 


If you’re staying at one of the beach 
towns rather than one of the inland com- 
munities, there’s still plenty of good 
restaurants to choose from. For grea. “ast 
food at Santa Monica Beach, try Patrick . 
Roadhouse (106 Entrada Dr., Santa 
Monica). Hama Sushi (213 Windward 
Ave., Venice) attracts a combination bohe- 
mian and new wave crowd for its sushi and 
tempura. 

When dinner is done, you can check out 
the singles scene. Los Angeles has a selec- 
tion of exciting nightspots, but it has never 
beer known for a commercial ‘‘scene’’ the 
way, say, New York is. Still and all, this may 
prove to be an advantage. With fewer 
places to gather, more people are bound to 
crowd into the spots that do exist. Remem- 
ber, too, that most bars close by 2 a.m. 

Marina del Rey is one of the centers of 
the singles scene. Lots of swinging, attrac- 
tive upwardly mobiles mingle, meet and go 
home with each other here. The pick-up ac- 
tion can actually get aggressive and un-laid- 
back, at least by L.A. standards. T.G.1. Fri- 
day’s (13470 Mexella Ave.) is one of the 
most popular spots. 

Chez Jay (1657 Ocean Ave.) in Santa 
Monica has generous drinks, a good juke- 
box and lots of friendly people. In Century 
City, Harry’s Bar (2020 Avenue of the 
Stars) attracts a trendy clientele, including 
many movie people. It’s a great place to 
meet L.A.’s sharpest-looking women, if 
you can keep yourself from sounding too 
dull or too poor. Madame Wong’s West 
(2900 Wilshire Blvd., Santa Monica} is a 
rock club with live bands, bars, video games 
and disco dancing. It’s a great hangout 
where you can meet (or just enjoy watching) 
the bouncy blonde teenagers all over the 
place. The Speakeasy (8531 Santa Monica 
Blvd., West Hollywood) is actually a pri- 
vate club, but they will let you in for a 
modest one-time cover charge. There’s a 
disco and lots of good-looking women 
dressed to kill. 

Those of you who prefer the great out- 
doors can just head for the shore. Strutting 
their stuff on the beaches are many young 
beauties as dedicated to kink and nonstop 
sex as those you'll find in the swing clubs. 
Almost any stretch of coastline will put you 
close to scores of scorable women. Some of 
the best bets are Zuma, Malibu and La- 
guna. Nude sunbathing has had a hit-and- 
miss history in L.A. Some areas have 
thrived in the raw and then been busted. 
The most relaxed and hassle-free spots are a 
little hard to get to but worth it. Go to 
Smuggler’s Cove, eight miles south of 
Redondo Beach; Huntington Free Beach, 
with a nude area past the public beach; 
Gaviota Beach in Santa Barbara County. 

All in all, L.A. this summer can give you 
more than your share of thrills, excitement 
and record-breaking performances—and 
then you can always try and catch the 


Olympics. xX 


Where the Games Are 


The Olympics will run from Saturday, 
July 28, to Sunday, August 12, when clos- 
ing ceremonies will coincide with the finish 
of the final event, the men’s marathon, In 
between will be hundreds of events, ten or 
12 hours per day, ranging all over the Los 
Angeles area. While each person has a fav- 
orite sport, it is this year’s track and field 
competitions that will probably be the high- 
light of the Olympics. Here is a rundown of 
the sports and locations for the XXIII 
Olympiad: 

Archery El Dorado Park, Long Beach 
Athletics Los Angeles Coliseum 
Basketball Forum, Inglewood 
Boxing L.A. Sports Arena 
Canoe Lake Casitas, Ventura County 
Cycle Cal State Univ., Dominguez Hills 
Equestrian Santa Anita, Arcadia 
Fencing Long Beach Convention Center 
Gymnastics Pauley Pavilion, UCLA 
Handball Cal State, Fullerton 
Field Hockey East LA College 
Judo Cal State Univ., L.A. 
Pentathlon Coto de Caza, Trabuco Canyon 
Rowing Lake Casitas, Ventura County 
Shooting Coal County, Orange County 
Soccer Rose Bowl, Pasadena 
Swimming USC,L.A. 
Volleyball Long Beach Arena 
Water Polo Pepperdine University, Malibu 
Weightlifting | Loyola Marymouth, L.A. 
Wrestling Anaheim Convention Center 
Yachting Long Beach Marina 
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The British Are Coming! 


| my children, and you shall see 


The horniest sluts of the old colony. 

Wicked and wild, sexy and skittish, 

They did not fear the bombs of the British. 

They stripped off their frocks, and when they were bare, 
They got their rocks off by the rockets red glare. 

Deeply they kissed, and with warm breath 


Whispered, “Give us liberty—or give us death!” 
Slurping and sucking on pussies and asses 

Was the meaning of freedom to these lusty lasses. 
“Stroke my clit with fast little jerks!” 

Pleaded one to the other as she saw fireworks. 
And all through the battle they shouted with glee: 
“The Redcoats are coming—and so are we!” 
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Daryl Hannah 


The Man-Hungry Mermaid from 


N OVERNIGHT SUCCESS? 
A ‘*Hardly!’’ claims sexy Daryl 

Hannah, star of Splash, the 1984 
fish tale that’s been reeling in happy au- 
diences everywhere. Actually, the Chicago- 
born actress who’s just captured eveyone’s 
heart hook, line and sinker has been study- 
ing dance since age four, began performing 
at age 11 and, while still in high school, 
made her movie debut in Brian De Palma’s 
1978 film The Fury, Charting a course for 
future notoriety, Daryl appeared in seven 
other films before Splash, including Sum- 
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mer Lovers, Blade Runner, Reckless and 
the TV flick Paper Dolls. 

Chosen from over 300 hopefuls, Daryl 
auditioned five times before landing the 
coveted salty role of Splash’s mythological 
beauty, Madison the man-hungry mermaid. 
They were looking for someone with 
superior swimming skills and official regis- 
tration as a diver, aquarian feats that Daryl 
handled as easily as if she were spawned in 
the water, a genuine chick of the sea. But 
aside from the fact that Daryl could double 
as a goldfish and has a knockout figure and 
a pretty face, director Ron Howard was 
sold on Daryl’s ‘‘very innocent, sincere 
quality—sophisticated on one level, 
childlike on another.’”’ The only opposition 
came from Daryl herself—over the film’s 
call for nudity—until Splash’s producer, 
Brian Grazer, threw her the line: ‘‘Can you 
imagine a mermaid at the bottom of the 
ocean wearing a halter top!’’ 

Handling all her own undersea action, 
Daryl refused to use a stunt double. Acting 
as a true professional, she accepted the 
many difficulties involved in filming 
Splash, including the long, grueling work- 
days, most of the time spent 40 feet under 
the ocean. The results are a credit to young 
Daryl Hannah whose next film, The Pope 
of Greenwich Village, follows right in the 
wake of Splash’s ripples. An overnight suc- 
cess? Sure, with years in the making. 


Though nudity was watered-down in Splash, a less modest Daryl Hannah revealed all in Reckless as these pictures clearly show. 


HEN TANYA PREMIERED IN 
\ x | our May issue, plenty of tit 

fanciers wrote in, but most 
interesting was the reaction we received 
from Lila C. of Ohio. Tanya, if you recall, 
has such sensitive breasts that she can 
climax when they’re rubbed and sucked. 
Lila wanted to find out if she, too had the 
ability to orgasm from boob stimulation 
alone. “My boyfriend played with my tits 
for hours,” she said, “but finally I had to let 
him fuck me.” We’re bringing Tanya back 
for an encore. Not only are her knockers 
exquisite, but she’s got to be one of the 
most uniquely orgasmic women we know. 


COMES AGAIN 


y A ¥, 


J au GE ie He 


by Camille Roberts 


E ARRIVED ON THE ROW 
H late in the evening, after we had 

been locked in for the night, and 
was placed in the cell next to mine. Prison 
Officials have been known to slip in in- 
formers, so I was cautious with him at first. 
It was he who broke the ice by asking when 
he would be allowed to use the phone. We 


John Holmes’ Cellmate Exposes the. . . 


KING of PORN 


talked for a while, and it was obvious that 
the cat was scared shitless. When he first 
told me his name, it didn’t register, but 
when he told me why he was in jail, I real- 
ized who he was. You can imagine what I 
thought. I mean, here was the ‘King of 
Porno Movies,”’ the guy who’s had an Ex- 
treme Close Up with Gloria Leonard, who's 
rear-ended the /nsatiable Marilyn 
Chambers, been Exhausted with Seka, 
shared Exotic French Fantasies with Linda 
Lovelace and had more than a French Kiss 
with both Georgina Spelvin and Samantha 
Fox. 

This was back in December 1981 in the 
high security section of the Los Angeles 
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EXCLUSIVE INSIDE STORY! 


EDITOR’S NOTE: John Holmes was arrested or November 30, 1981, in Miami, 
Florida, on charges of grand theft and receiving stolen property. He was flown to 
Los Angeles on December 5, where he was arrested by the L.A.P.D. on a separate 
charge involving the murder of four people earlier that year in an apparently 
drug-related crime. Dubbed the “‘Laurel Canyon Massacre," the grisly scene was 
reminiscent of the brutal, ritualistic Manson murders, and the case received 
national attention as Holmes went to trial and faced the possibility of the death, 
penalty under California state law. For a full report on Holmes’ arrest and trial, 
see the March 1982 HIGH SOCIETY. 

Camille Roberts was an inmate at the Los Angeles County Jail durine Holmes” 
stay there. What follows is Mr. Roberts’ personal recollections and impressions of 
Holmes during that time. HIGH SOCIETY can in no way verify the author's 
Statements concerning Mr. Holmes and the events that transpired during his 
imprisonment. HIGH SOCIETY assumes no responsibility for the factial ac- 
curacy of Mr. Roberts’ reportage, and we present the following merely @s one 
man’s intimate and highly subjective memories of the “King of X-Rated Films.” 


County Jail. Among the inmates, high 
security is better known as ‘‘High Power’’ 
or ‘*1750."* It’s made up of 17 rows of 26 
cells each, one prisoner to a cell. The in- 
mates are segregated from everyone, even 
each other. During my 18-month stay there, 
some of the men who came through 1750 
were Angelo ‘‘Hillside Strangler’? Bouno, 


William “The Freeway Killer’ Bonner, es 
Jimmy Lee ‘*Onion Field’? Smith and sex if > 
superstar Johnny ‘‘Wadd”’ Holmes. 


The First Day \ minis 
It’s ironic that I should be writing - 

High Power because I have nothing but . 

memories about the place. l’w 


sible for janitorial work on the row. It'S 

enviable job because the fringe benefits in- 
clude extra food and, more important, five <P" 
hours a day out of the cell..A trustee is 


7; J 
someone to stay in good graces with; among” Vid 
¢ 


other things, he can make phone calls for 
you when you’re not allowed. 

I was John Holmes’ trustee. The first 
morning when I served coffee to him at 5:30 
a.m., I wasn’t prepared for what I saw in 
front of me. He wasn’t the curly-headed, 
blue-eyed gigolo I’d seen on the screen, but 
instead looked haggard and old with a 
slightly humped back. The first thing 
Holmes asked me to do was phone his lady 
and inform her that he’d been transferred 
to the L.A. County Jail. He wanted her to 
visit him. I made the call and found his lady 
to be friendly. She was concerned about 
Holmes and promised to visit him. 

For the rest of that first morning, all 
Holmes wanted to do was talk. I wanted to 
hear about my favorite porn actresses, but 
Holmes just talked about the business in 
general, nothing personal. That didn’t 
come for several weeks. 

I got along easily with Holmes. I found 
some of his stories hard to believe, but he al- 
ways punctuated them with some kind of 
proof that would add substance to anything 
I would question him about—like the 
Hollywood actresses he got paid to fuck. 
When I asked him which women in the porn 
business were the best fucks, he said, 
“Seka, man! Seka’s not only the most 
beautiful woman I’ve made a movie with, 
she’s also the wildest in bed.’’ Holmes 
claimed that Seka’s pussy reaches out and 
grabs your dick and that she’s as desirable 
off-camera, with no makeup, as she is in 
movies. 

Movie-making was not Holmes’ largest 
source of income. He said he averaged 
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‘‘Holmes claimed 
that Seka’s the 
wildest in bed, that 
her pussy reaches out 
and grabs your dick.”’ 


about two grand a week from selling his 
dick to a star-studded list of women. He 
told me about the time a friend paid him 
$500 and gave him an address of a con- 
dominium in Marina del Rey. Holmes 
didn’t know who the woman was, but when 
he rang the doorbell, someone called for 
him to enter. At first he didn’t see anyone 
and took a seat. A few minutes later, a well- 
known TV actress wearing a sheer negligee 
walked in with a tray of drinks. Her first 
words to him were, ‘‘Is your cock really as 
big as everyone says it is?’’ and Holmes 
took off his clothes to show her that it was. 
In the next six hours he spent with her, 
Holmes said they fucked three times, with 
her always being the aggressor. 

In addition to porn films and pimping 
himself to women, Holmes made money 
endorsing sex products and by doing inter- 
views. He raked it in, but most of the 
money he earned paid for a very expensive 
habit. Holmes was a coke fiend, by his own 
admission spending about three grand a 
week on it. He became more dependent on 
coke as his booking engagements increased. 
The coke, he said, not only kept him going, 
but it enabled him to live up to an image as 


big as his cock. During his later years, coke 
got him—mentally, at least—through most 
of his engagements. His problems began 
when he got into free-basing. 


Stir Crazy 

In jail, Holmes had very few friends. The 
guys were always on him about having seen 
him suck off some fag in a film. Holmes 
denied it, saying that it was the one thing he 
refused to do, but no one believed him. A 
fag on our row wanted Holmes to fuck him 
through the cell bars. For three weeks, the 
fag tried to talk Holmes into it, but he was 
leary because the fag had an old man on the 
row who scared Holmes. He did allow the 
fag to masturbate him through the bars, 
though, and one day Holmes got carried 
away and decided to go further. Through a 
mirror I held out between the bars, I could 
see the fag on his knees, giving Holmes 
head. 

Someone else besides me saw what had 
happened and told the fag’s old man, the 
Mexican, about it. Mex threw a firebomb 
into Holmes’ cell, but, fortunately, it 
wasn’t made properly and only scorched 
the wall. Holmes got scared and asked me 
what to do. I told him to fight fire with fire. 
It’s important not to show weakness in jail. 
Holmes preferred to forget the whole mat- 
ter, but, a few days later, the fag’s old man 
tricked Holmes into coming up to the bars 
during exercise period and threw a cup of 
shit and piss directly into Holmes’ face. 

Holmes had to retaliate or risk being the 
doormat of everyone on the row. He was 
promised the same treatment—or worse— 
every day until he could get the cops to 
move him to another row. Instead, the fag’s 
old man was moved. I was told that Holmes 
had dropped a snitch slip to the cops, but 
Holmes swore to me that he hadn’t. 

There was a cop in charge of High Power 
during the a.m. shift that everyone hated. 
We nicknamed him ‘‘the Nazi’’ because he 
was always putting guys in the hole or frisk- 
ing cells for no reason. Holmes could get 
the Nazi to do things no one else could. The 
Nazi would let Holmes use the phone when- 
ever he wanted to, and he would sometimes 
bring Holmes street food. Holmes said the 
cop was after him for contacts with women 
in the porn business. The cop would also 
take Holmes into the barber shop area when 
it was empty and have Holmes tell him 
stories about the porn life. Holmes said the 
Nazi was hornier than we were. 

Most of the guys in High Power would 
try to arrange their visitor times around 
Holmes’ because everyone knew he some- 
times had very sexy visitors. Jail visits are 
conducted from behind a thick glass parti- 
tion, and prisoners talk to their visitors 
through a telephone. The guys in High 
Power also have to sit inside a screened 
booth to keep them away from the rest of 
the prison population. The inmates knew 

(continued on page 52) 


King of Porn 

(continued from page 44) 

that if they happened to be inside the booth 
when Holmes was, chances were they’d get 
a glimpse of some pussy. 

One woman who visited Holmes would 
play with her pussy for him. She shielded 
herself from other visitors with a news- 
paper, but any guy sitting on either side of 
Holmes could get a clear shot of her cunt. 
When his regular woman showed up, 
though, Holmes was all business. 

One day while I was waiting for my law- 
yer to show, I noticed a guy dressed like 
he’d just got off a boat from Japan. The 
guy was there to see Holmes. Later, Holmes 
told me it was Al Goldstein, publisher of 
Screw newspaper, who had come to talk 
Holmes into doing a story about his life. 

One of the strangest things, though, was 
the night Holmes whispered to me to stay 
awake. He said when he started to sing, I 
was to look directly into the partition in 
front of his cell. Around midnight, Holmes 
began to sing, and I peered into the parti- 


tion glass. A flash indicated that some cop 
was standing in front of Holmes’ cell. After 
about 15 minutes, the cop left. Holmes told 
me that for nearly a month, on certain 
nights of the week when he masturbated, 
one of the female guards would sneak 
behind the glass to watch him jerk off. 


The Final Days 


As time went on, Holmes’ popularity 
wore off. His visits started to thin out, and, 
after a while, only his main lady came to see 
him. As the trial neared, his nerves jangled. 
The D.A. wanted to make a deal with him, 
guaranteeing his freedom in exchange for 
information. Holmes began to sweat. He 
was in that house the night those people 
were murdered. He may not have personal- 
ly killed anyone, but, under California law, 
he faced the possibility of the death penalty 
just the same. The seriousness of it didn’t 
hit Holmes until the trial started; then he 
became scared shitless. 

The jury was picked. Holmes explained 
that it was his strategy to put as many 


“‘Hey! That’s my best club. ”’ 
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females on the jury as possible, women who 
would supposedly look at the defendant’s 
table and see 14 inches of cock instead of an 
accused criminal. Inmates placed bets on 
whether or not Holmes would beat the rap. 
The trial was upstaged slightly by that of the 
Hillside Strangler, but the Strangler hated 
the publicity and Holmes couldn’t get 
enough of it. As the trial drew to a close, 
however, its effects began to show on him. 
He looked older, beat, and even the hump 
in his back looked more pronounced. 

Waiting for the verdict was more taxing 
than the trial itself. During this time, 
Holmes and I talked a lot. He told me about 
the things he planned to do when he got out 
of jail, about the girls he planned to see. He 
knew that Vanessa Del Rio is my favorite 
porn star, so he teased me with a promise to 
fuck her for me, then send me her panties as 
proof. His main concern was to convince 
some Hollywood people to make a legiti- 
mate movie about his life. 

The night the verdict was read, Holmes 
returned to the jail happy. He would have 
been released in an hour had the charge of 
receiving stolen property not still been 
pending against him. In order to supple- 
ment his income to keep up with his expen- 
sive coke habit, Holmes used stolen credit 
cards to purchase things to sell. He was 
caught with a hot typewriter. As soon as the 
arrangements were finally made for Holmes 
to be released on that charge, the D.A. on 
the murder case quickly clamped a hold on 
him for refusing to testify to the Grand 
Jury. Holmes began to sweat all over again. 

At this point, Holmes went on his cele- 
brated ‘‘hunger strike.’’ He made public 
statements about his plan to go without 
food, hoping to gain public support and 
obligating the law to keep a close watch on 
him. He never really intended to starve 
himself, though. While going through the 
motions of a strike, he managed to get 
several things to eat. He gave me 20 dollars 
to purchase candy and peanuts for him 
from the jail’s store cart. I’d pass these to 
him at night after final count, and he’d eat 
in the dark, being careful not to be seen by 
the guards. The plan went astray, however, 
when the cops moved Holmes to the 
hospital for closer observation. They 
busted a hospital trustee smuggling Holmes 
food and then turned up some candy bars in 
a search of his area. The hunger strike was 
over. 

John Holmes was eventually released 
from the L.A. County Jail. The circum- 
stances surrounding his release are nebu- 
lous. After he left prison, I read about him 
in the newspaper. One headline summed it 
up: ‘‘John Holmes, Before He Made Head- 
lines, He Made Love!”’ All I can say is that I 
wouldn’t trade places with John Holmes 
for a week Behind the Green Door with 
Marilyn Chambers. Besides, he never did 
send me Vanessa’s panties. 5 la 


Photos by Suze Randall 


ITY PRECIOUS 

Angela, a 19-year-old package of 
unabashed lust who confesses she’s 
only had three love affairs. “I’ve led 
a very sheltered life,” she pouts as 
she strokes her man-hungry pussy. 
“My home on Long Island is beau- 
tiful, but it’s more like a fortress 
than a castle, and sometimes 

I feel like a prisoner there.” 

Angela laments that although her 
father always gives in to her every 
whim, he’s terribly overprotective. 
“Te really drives me crazy. There 
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are always men in our home; Papa’s 
business associates, all tall, dark 
and handsome. I try everything to 
seduce them—flashing my tits and 
wearing the sexiest clothes I have, 
even pleading with Anthony, Papa’s 
bodyguard, to sneak into my room 
and fuck me—but they all resist! 
Dammit! I know I’m beautiful and 
desirable; my pussy is always hot 
and creamy. You’d think I was 
making an offer they couldn't 
refuse. 1 wonder what they’re 

afraid of.” 


Society’s Child 


August 1984 
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How did Michael Jackson put out the 
fire in his hair? He beat it. 


What do a condom and a coffin have 
in common? You have to be stiff to get 
into them. 


There were three elderly ladies sitting 
on a park bench when suddenly a man 
ran up to them and exposed himself. 
The first old lady had a stroke, and the 
second old lady had one as well, but 
the third old lady’s arms were just 

too short. 


We know a guy who loves eating pussy 
so much that when he wanted to get his 
teeth cleaned, he went straight to 

a barber. 


What do you call a 
Czechoslovakian 
abortion? A 
cancelled check. 


When he 
caught his 
14-year-old 
son playing 
with him- 
self, Fred 
told him, 
“*Save that 
stuff until 
you’re 
older.”’ 
The kid’s 
almost 19 
now, and 
he has 20 
gallons of 
the stuff 
and doesn’t 
know what 
the hell to do 
with it. 


Did you hear 
about the town 
slut? She was 
so thin that 


every time she swallowed an 
olive, four guys left town. 


What do you call someone in Harlem 
with an IQ of 170? A tourist. 


Jim the Braggart and his friend Tom 
were hanging out on the street corner 
one night when a fabulous-looking chick 
strutted past them. 

“Wow, look at that. I’d sure like to 
fuck her,’’ said Jim. 

“Forget it! She’s got a pussy six 
inches wide,’’ said Tom. 

‘“*That’s okay—they stretch.”’ 


Why is San Francisco like granola? 
Because once you get past the fruits and 
the nuts, all you have left is the flakes. 


What’s the ultimate Jewish crisis? 
Free bacon. 


When asked what it was like to fuck 
Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton 
replied, ‘‘It was quite easy. Just roll her 
in flour and look for the wet spot!’’ 


What did Mr. Spock find in the toilet? 
The Captain’s log. 


A Ku Klux Klansman in full attire 
walked brazenly into a bowling alley 
carrying a baseball bat. He walked up to 
the nearest rack of bowling balls and 
began to flail away at them with his bat. 
The manager rushed over and angrily 
demanded: ‘‘What the hell’s wrong with 
you, buddy?’’ 

“Don’t stop me!”’ the Klansman in- 
sisted. ‘I’ve got to get these niggers 
before they hatch!’’ 


Jesse Jackson is 
not a prejudiced 
man. He’s never 
met a Hymie or 
a Mau-Mau 
he didn’t 
like! 


What 

do Joan 
Collins 

and Boy 
George have 
in common? 
They’re both 
British, they both 
wear dresses and 
they both date men. 


Nervous about 

the President 

starting a nuclear war, 
the White House staff 
has placed ‘‘The 

Button’’ where he’d never 
look: between Nancy’s legs! 


If Tarzan and Jane were Jewish, 
what would Cheetah be? A fur coat. 


Have you heard a good one lately that 
tickled your funny boner? Why not share 
it with our readers. We’ll give you a free 
HS T-shirt for each joke accepted. Ad- 
dress your submissions to: Silver Spoon- 
fuls, HIGH SOCIETY Magazine, 801 
Second Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10017. 


Torrid Love Scene with 
Tom “Lassiter” Selleck 


HUNK JEWEL THIEF WHO 

preys on British society and his 

chorus-girl paramour—that’s Jane 
Seymour as Sara and Tom Selleck in the 
title role of Lassiter, a fast-paced adventure 
film that’s chock full of romance. Filming 
Lassiter on location in London called for a 
little more movie magic than usual. Screen 
lovers Seymour and Selleck are exactly one 
foot apart in height, he being a lanky 6’4”” 
tall and she a curvaceous but petite 5’4’’. 
Even in 3'4”’ high heels, Jane had to stand 
on a foot-high wooden box throughout 
most of the shooting. 


Born in Wimbleton, England, Jane Sey- 
mour’s real name is a mouthful—Joyce 
Penelope Wilhelmina Frankenberg. Al- 
ready an accomplished actress, Jane 
brought her fine, cultivated manner to 
America in 1975. Told that losing her 
British accent would almost guarantee her 
success here, she did so by lowering her 
pitch an octave or two while putting her 
fingers across her lips to create a slur and 
holding her nose to acquire a nasal mono- 
tone. She also called and chatted with 
phone operators all over the U.S. in order 
to pick up different dialects. 

Jane Seymour came to light in America 
as a James Bond love interest in Live and 
Let Die, but her film credits far exceed that 
one thriller. Seen in such films as Young 
Winston, Sinbad and the Eye of the Tiger, 
Somewhere in Time and Oh Heavenly Dog, 
Jane has made quite a name for herself. On 
TV, Jane starred in, among others, ‘‘The 
Captains and the Kings,’’ for which she 
received an Emmy nomination, ‘‘East of 
Eden,’’ ‘‘Phantom of the Opera,’’ ‘‘Battle- 
star: Galactica’ and, most recently, ‘‘Dark 
Mirror,”’ in which she played the double 
role of twin sisters, one a psychotic murder- 
ess. Jane would like to begin producing her 
own movies, and if she’s as determined with 
this as she is with everything else she’s ac- 
complished, we know she’s sure to suc- 
ceed—and we’re behind her all the way. 
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We’re not going to stoop to cheap 
sensationalism by casting low blows at 
Charlene Tilton’s problem-ridden 
marriage to country singer Johnny Lee, 
or take a stand as to whether or not 
Charlene’s a good mother to their 
delightful daughter Cherish. We’re not 
going to belabor the fact that she’s a 
born-again Christian, heavily involved in 
her new-found religion. We’ll leave all 
that to the gossip rags. We’re just going 
to show you this nice picture of Charlene 
and expose you to the pert, sexy 
attractiveness of the TV star you’ve come 
to know as ‘‘Juicy’’ Lucy Ewing on 
“Dallas.’’ 


Actress Caren Kaye made her big splash 


in the film My Tutor and again caught the 
public’s attention when she appeared on a 
segment of TV’s ‘‘Matt Houston.’’ Most 
recently, Caren portrayed Meredith, the 
sexy PR director on the cancelled CBS-TV 


Glenn Close was fabulous as Robin 
William’s mom in The World According 
to Garp and more than terrific as Kevin 
Kline’s wife in The Big Chill. Now 

she’s impressing play-going audiences, co- 
starring with Jeremy Irons in the current 
Broadway hit The Real Thing. From 
what we hear, Glenn and Jeremy are 
sensational together—on stage and off. 
Don’t fret, though, if you can’t get to 
New York to see the show, you can catch 
Glenn with Robert Redford in their latest 
film The Natural. 


ay 
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sitcom “Empire.’’ Poor scripts, which 
started when Caren co-starred with Robert 
Vaughn and Stuart Whitman in the film 
Sweet Dirty Tony and followed to 
“Empire,’’ seem to be the bane of 
Caren’s acting career. We hope she gets 
another chance because, even though the 
series and the films were flops, Caren’s 
body is tops! 


You recognize Jack Lemmon, of course, 
but can you identify the vivacious, firm- 
titted blonde frolicking in the water with 
him, or the film this shot is from? Aside 
JSrom some obscure films, you’ve seen this 
actress many times on TV in ‘‘Wonder 
Woman,”’ ‘‘Fantasy Island,’’ ‘Love 
Boat,’”’ ‘The Man from Uncle,”’ and in 
her biggest TV role as Nanny on the TV 
series ‘‘Nanny and the Professor.’”’ 
Answer to appear next month in HIGH 
SOCIETY. 


TV’s “Falcon Crest’’ owes much of its 
success to America’s latest over-30 sex 
symbol, Abby Dalton (right). Abby 
portrays Julia Cumson on the show, 
only decent person in all of Falcon 
Crest,’’ according to Angela Channing, 
Julia’s mother, portrayed by Ronald 
Reagan’s ex, Jane Wyman. In 1957, a 
younger Abby appeared nude in several 
men’s magazines, and what’s pretty damn 
decent is the nice way Abby’s ripened 
since then. Your old lady should look 

so good! 


“the 


Could it be that the photo at left reveals 
the secret of Lauren Hutton’s beauty— 
Mud Pack de Body? It’s hard to believe 
that this tall and gorgeous specimen of 
Semininity was once turned down by every 
model agency before being scooped up by 
a wiser Eileen Ford in 1966. With the 
perfect look for Revlon’s cosmetic ads, 
Lauren’s beauty cast a permanent rosy 
glow on the happy faces of Revlon’s 
corporate execs who eagerly gave Lauren 
a lucrative contract. As an actress, she’s 
charmed the pants off superstar leading 
men such as sexy Burt Reynolds in Gator 
and handsome hunk Richard Gere in 
American Gigolo, and her latest film, 
Lassiter, with Tom Selleck, is another real 
winner. Don’t miss it. 
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Beach 
Blanket 


BANGO 


OW'D YOU LIKE 
to be in Jim’s swim 
trunks—or better yet, 


out of them and alone with 
Sylvia and DeeDee, two bawdy 
beach beauties with their pussies 
wet for your cock? The lusty life- 
guard lured the girls into his ca- 
bana with the promise of his in- 
credible eight-inch prick. 

As the waves pounded the 
shore, Jim pounded Sylvia and 
DeeDee. The thrill-thirsty three- 
some nearly drowned in each 
other’s sex juices. 


O NCE UPON A TIME 
there were singles 
bars, cozy, intimate 
places where the two sexes met 
and mingled. They were so 
crowded, you could ‘‘acciden- 
tally’? pinch two sets of tits 
while reaching for your drink. 
They were so dimly lit and 
smoky enough to wilt the plas- 
tic fern decor, you could score 
even if you hadn’t shaved or 
showered in a week. Men and 
women would gather in singles 
bars, fiddle with the little 
paper umbrellas in their drinks 
and eventually invite each 
other to apartments where 
they’d immediately pass out 
on the water bed. 

Anyone who hasn’t been in 
acoma for the past year knows 
that the Goodbar scene is a 
thing of the past. America 
doesn’t do singles bars any- 
more. America is into fitness! 
Health! Diet! Exercise! Even 
the President, a man in his 70s 
and a health nut from way 


66 HIGH SOCIETY /August 


SEX 


at the 


Humor by Tom Stratton 


on rer tee 


PALS RIO PH TI SN I 


If you want to give your 
love muscle a work-out these 
days, forget the singles bar 
scene and get into... 


back, pumps iron when he’s 
not pumping Nancy. 

The health spa has become 
the singles bar of the ’80s, a 
clean, healthy environment 
filled with glittering exercise 
machines that could have been 
designed by the Marquis de 
Sade, shapely women wearing 
little more than a film of sweat 
and attendants who resemble 
extras from that Gonad The 
Barbarian movie. 

While the women who work 
out in these new mating 
grounds have well-developed 
sexual appetites, getting 
physical with them may not be 
so easy. Gone are the days you 
could get laid for the price of a 
pina colada. Health clubs are 
expensive. Many of them em- 
ploy high pressure salesmen, 
so it could literally cost you an 
arm and a leg—if you don’t 
keep up on membership pay- 
ments, expect a visit from a 
gorilla who looks like Mr. T. 
on steroids. Purchasing the 


right equipment is no small ex- 
penditure either. Sure, you 
could get by with basic gym 
stuff—shorts, a T-shirt, 
sneakers and a zucchini to 
stuff in your jock strap—but 
to impress sexy, bench-press- 
ing beauties, you’d better in- 
vest in some designer wear. 
Get something with a flashy 
label, racing stripes and an 
animal decal on the pocket. 
Women love men who spend 
money frivolously on clothes 
that are strictly for perspira- 
tion purposes. If you play a 
racket sport, you may have to 
take out a small loan. The cost 
of state of the art gear is high. 
It isn’t any secret why they call 
it racket ball. 

If you’re not in halfway- 
decent shape to begin with, 
save yourself the expense of a 
spa and check out a computer 
dating service. In health clubs, 
fat guys finish last. In the dim- 
ly lit cocktail lounges of the 
past, a guy could camouflage 
his blubber with a long leather 
jacket, but a lady doesn’t need 
contact lenses to spot the 
Goodyear blimp when she’s 
sitting next to him in a whirl- 
pool bath. The last thing a 
woman wants is a guy whose 
tits are bigger and floppier 
than hers. 

And while your main objec- 
tive may be picking up wom- 
en, you’ll have to go through 
the motions and pick up some 
weights while in the spa. If 
you’re out of shape, a few 
bicep curls will lead to such 
agony, you won’t even be able 
to hold your pecker to take a 
piss. 


Coming On Strong 


It’s a good idea to under- 
stand the different kinds of 
females who frequent health 
clubs. One type to avoid at all 
costs: the serious woman 
bodybuilder, a broad who can 
bench press twice her weight. 
Though she’s usually more in- 
terested in pecs than sex, nine 
times out of ten, she’s a dyke 
anyway. And she’s dangerous. 
In the old days, if you insulted 
a girl in a bar, the worst you’d 
get was a slap in the face. If 
one of these iron maidens wal- 
lops you, a concussion is 
guaranteed. 

Another spa enthusiast to 


steer clear of is the woman 
who looks like she needs to 
have her jaw wired shut. Sure, 
you may have brought home a 
chubby chick after a night of 
bar hopping, but by then, you 
were probably too druak to 
care. In the bright, fluorescent 
reality of the gym, where they 


agile as Rudolph Nureyev, 
executing a split could not only 
be embarrassing but harmful 
to the family jewels. 

Cruising the spa scene re- 
quires a whole new set of lines. 
“God, you smell nice! What’s 
that perfume you’re wearing?”’ 
won’t do in a sweat shop. To 


**For men who can’t 
control themselves, most 
health clubs come equipped 
with cold showers. ”’ 


serve nothing more intoxicat- 
ing than mineral water, a Two- 
Ton Tessie can be hazardous 
to your libido. 

Aman who fantasizes about 
a sweaty aerobic-angel in 
transparent tights doing sit- 
ups on his face may be in for a 
disappointment. So don’t ex- 
pect to meet a Jane Fonda or 
Victoria Principal look-alike 
with nipples the size of olives. 
On the other hand, even ordi- 
nary girls are a turn-on in their 
skimpy spa suits. Simply 
watching them spread their 
shapely limbs can get your 
heart rate up. For men who 
can’t control themselves, most 
clubs come equipped with cold 
showers. In fact, cold showers 
are the only kind available in 
cut-rate spas. 

After a while, you’ll be able 
to spot the best targets. A 
nympho who reaches multiple 
orgasms on the vibrating belt. 
A submissive sort who begs to 
be strapped tightly onto the 
Nautilus, a kinky device if ever 
there was one. An exhibi- 
tionist who goes braless in 
aerobics and sunbathes nude 
in the co-ed tanning salon. 

The easiest way to meet 
women in health spas is to par- 
ticipate in those activities 
where physical contact is un- 
avoidable: racket ball, squash, 
hand ball, self-defense classes, 
etc. (unfortunately, mud 
wrestling isn’t usually part of 
the curriculum). Joining an 
aerobic dance class or a jazzer- 
size program is not recom- 
mended. It’s great fun to be 
among a group of prancing 
women and watch them jiggle 
through their routines, but for 
most ‘‘real’? men, hardly as 


be successful, a man should 
sprinkle his dialogue with phy- 
sical fitness jargon. ‘‘What’s a 
nice girl like you sweating in a 
joint like this?” is a line that 
usually works well. ‘‘You’re 
beautiful when you’re doing 
deep knee bends,”’ and ‘‘Wan- 
na come up to my place and 
straddle my Soloflex?’’ are all 
good opening lines. 

The best way to get close to 
a leotard-clad lovely is to take 
advantage of those co-ed, semi- 
private areas available at most 
fitness facilities. The whirlpool 
is not as dangerous as it 
sounds. It’s a great place to 
relax while checking out wet 
snatches and hard nipples in 
bathing suits. You must take 
care not to sit on the air jets, 
though; two minutes of forced 
bubbles up your ass can blow 
you up like a Thanksgiving 
day parade balloon. Many 


saunas are co-ed, and if you 
are lucky some chick in heat 
may ask you to swat her moist 
buns with a palm frond. Steam 
rooms are fun, but poor visibi- 
lity can be a problem. Mis- 
taken identities are common, 
and it’s quite possible to end 
up groping for some dude who 
makes Lou Ferrigno look like 
Woody Allen. 

Finally, at the end of a long, 
tiring work-out, there’s the 
juice bar. Clean and dressed in 
your fresh designer sweats, 
you survey the scene while 
slowly sipping a double carrot 
juice cocktail. The women, 
too, have showered, dried 
their hair and reapplied their 
make-up. This is the best time 
to make a move, but by all 
means leave your equipment 
bag some distance from the 
bar—all that sweaty clothing 
can get pretty ripe, causing the 
dreaded ‘‘toxic sock 
syndrome.’’ Your muscles 
may feel a little stiff, but so, in 
the end, will your dick. No 
pain, no gain, right? 

If a guy goes in with a good 
game plan, he’ll find that a lot 
of healthy women out there 
are just waiting for some jock 
to jerk them off their feet. It 
doesn’t happen automatically, 
but when the work-out is over 
and your tired body has 
squeezed out its last drop of 
sweat, you can invite your 
Wonder Woman back to your 
apartment and pass out on the 


water bed. p 4 


“Hi! The computer dating service sent me.’’ 
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ON HELLER, A QUALITY CON- 

trol inspector for an automobile man- 

ufacturer in Canada, has always en- 
joyed a great-looking nude girl, so when he 
saw 24-year-old Toni August strutting her 
stuff on stage at a popular exotic burlesque 
house in his hometown of Kitchener, On- 
tario, he knew he had to capture her win- 
ning form on film. 

“I’ve been shooting Toni’s promo pic- 
tures for some time now, so naturally I asked 
her to pose for an entire set. I knew I would 
have no trouble selling them,” Jon ex- 
plained as he spoke to us from his studio at 
home. ‘‘A knockout like Toni only comes 
along once in a blue moon.” Although pho- 
tography is just a part-time pursuit for Jon, 
he does derive a great deal of personal satis- 
faction from his hobby, especially since 
these stunning pix of Toni netted him a cool 
$250 as this month’s Amateur Erotic Pho- 
tography Contest winner. 

You can pick up $250, too, if you happen 
to be a shutterbug with access to a willing 
nude model. All you have to do to qualify is 
send us at least 36 exposures of 35mm color 
slides, preferably Kodachrome ASA 64. We 
don’t develop film, so be sure to have that 
done. Your model must be nude, and she 
has to sign the model release that appears 
here. Careful attention to composition, 
props and mood are vital to a winning en- 
try. So don’t just stand there, fill out the 
coupon and mail it with your photos to 
HIGH SOCIETY today. All submissions 
become the property of our magazine and 
cannot be returned. 


I, the undersigned, am over 18 years of age and agreed to 
pose for the enclosed pictures. I understand that they are 
intended for consideration in High Society’s Amateur 
Photography Contest and may lead to publication in that 
magazine. I hereby grant High Society the right to publish 
these pictures and I will not hold the magazine responsible 
for any damages that may result from their appearance. 


“Signature 


“Name (Please print) 


“Witness 


‘Date 
To be completed by photographer: 


“Name 


“Address 


City/State/Zip 


“Phone 
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with honey than you do. , 

with vinegar,” claims swé 
Melissa, a perfectly proportioned 
pussycat, one of a disappearing 
breed of dedicated man pleasers. 
“Some women these days are so 
tough and cold, they practically 
force men into their beds. Now, | 
may spend hours primping to be 
my irresistible best, but from 
seduction through afterglow, my 
lovers are always in full control,” 

Melissa must be doing something 

right with her winsome, wide-eyed 
ways, since she’s never at a loss for 
cock. Immediately, you're drawn by 
her totally feminine philosophy. 
Slowly, tenderly, you undress her, 
and she trembles at your touch. 
You drink in the sight of her soft, 
fleshy breasts and pink, pleading 
pussy lips, Overwhelmed with lust 
you, fling Pemontener feacherbed 
and fuck hemmgadly as she begs for” 


“Ys ATTRACT MORE MEN 


more 


7 »" 


LAID UP 


*VE ALWAYS LOVED BASKET- 

ball. I played varsity in high school, 

and even though I wasn’t good enough 
to make it in college ball, I played intra- 
murals and whenever else I could. Even 
after I got out of school I continued 
“shooting hoops,”’ as I called it when I was 
a kid, because I found it was a fun way to 
stay in shape. Jogging is boring, and I’m 
not one for lifting weights—basketball and 
sex are my only two physical activities. 

My wife Sara is three years my junior. 
Even though she’s 30 now, she looks 
younger than the day I married her. She’s 
petite, five-feet-two without heels (I’m six- 
one), but she has a pair of tits like torpe- 
does, firm, round knockers that stick 
straight out and defy gravity. She’s got a 
great ass and a tight box, and she’s never 
been anything short of sensational in bed. 
She sucks cock like a pro and fucks with a 
vengeance. She’s not double-jointed, but 
she can stick her toes in my ears when I’m 
on top of her. She rolls herself into a tight 
little ball while I pound her pussy, and I can 
smell it when she comes. 

Sara’s learned to understand how I feel 
about basketball. She’s always dug my 
body—she says I have the best legs and 
cutest ass she’s ever seen—so if playing bas- 
ketball keeps me in shape, she’s more than 
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happy to let me do my thing. She never 
counted on me getting laid up, though. The 
night I broke my leg (I stupidly tried to re- 
live my glory days by trying to show off my 
dunking ability and wound up smashing my 
knee against the wall), my pal Rick called 
her from the hospital. She wanted to rush 
right over, but Rick told her the doctor was 


‘She looked at me 
with a mischievous 
gleam in her 
eyes. ‘Your cock’s 
not broken, is it?’ 
she said. ”’ 


almost finished and we’d be home soon. 
When I hobbled in on crutches, my leg 
wrapped in a cast that looked more like a 
missile silo, Sara was in tears. 

‘“My poor baby!”’ she said, rushing to my 
side. ‘‘What did they do to you?”’ 

“I’m all right,’’ I said. I shook Rick’s 
hand and thanked him for driving me 
home. ‘‘No sense hanging around,”’ I told 
him. ‘‘It’s late, and I’ll be okay. I just need 
to lie down.”’ 


“T'll call you tomorrow,’’ Rick said, 
shaking my hand again before he left. 

Sara helped me into the bedroom. Then I 
dropped the crutches on the floor and eased 
myself into bed. 

“Don’t worry,’’ Sara said. “‘I’ll take 
good care of you.’’ She kissed me on the 
lips and unbuttoned my shirt. She smiled, 
almost laughing. 

“I’m glad you think it’s so funny,”’ I 
said. 

She was hysterical by now. ‘“‘It’s just that 
you look so helpless lying there. You prob- 
ably won’t even be able to fuck.”’ 

‘“‘That’s the last thing on my mind right 
now,”’ I said. 

Sara stopped laughing and sat down next 
to me on the bed. ‘‘I’m sorry,”’ she said, 
stroking my hair. ‘‘You’re in' good 
hands...I’ll take care of you.’’ She leaned 
over and kissed me. I put my arm around 
her and we lay there for a minute or so, not 
saying anything. Then I felt myself getting 
aroused. Normally I would have rolled Sara 
over by now and plunged my prick deep in- 
to her snatch, but my mobility was ham- 
pered by the cast on my leg. Besides, I was 
sure I wouldn’t be able to get it up with a 
crane. Sara must have been getting aroused, 
too. She was biting my nipples and playing 
with the hairs on my chest. Before I knew it, 


she was undoing my pants and reaching in- 
side my shorts for my cock. 

‘‘What are you doing?’’ I asked. 

She looked up at me with a mischievous 
gleam in her eyes. ‘‘Your cock’s not 
broken, is it?’’ she said, taking hold of my 
balls and giving them a squeeze. 

I sighed and lay back on the bed. ‘‘You 
can try,’’ I told her, ‘‘but I’m not making 
any promises.”’ 

Sara shifted into position to suck my 
cock. Her butt was high in the air as she 
buried her head in my crotch. She licked the 
head of my limp dick and swirled her 
tongue up and down the shaft. I was hard in 
my head, but my rod refused to respond. 
“Damn it!’ | said to myself. I wanted to 
shoot a hot load of jism down Sara’s throat. 
I wanted to pull my dick out of her mouth 
and squirt it all over her tits and in her 
hair—if only I could get it up! 

Sara worked furiously on my cock. She 
licked and sucked and slurped, deep-throat- 
ing me and playing with herself while she 
sucked me off. Determined to get a hard- 
on, and aided by Sara’s virtuoso cocksuck- 
ing, I finally could feel myself rising to the 
occasion. 

“*That’s it, baby,’’ Sara said, my swelling 
prick filling her mouth. ‘‘Get it nice and 
hard for me. I can taste you now.”’ 

I writhed and squirmed in bed, jabbing 
my cock between Sara’s lips. I could feel 
myself getting ready to explode. My dick 
was harder than it had been in months, and 
I could smell Sara’s wetness. 

“Ohh, baby,’’ Sara said. ‘‘Come in my 
mouth. I want to swallow it.’’ 

Normally that would have been enough 
for me to send a full load down Sara’s ton- 
sils. I love to come in her mouth, and she 
loves swallowing every last drop, but right 
then I had something to prove. I pulled my 
prick out of her mouth and rolled her over 
on her back. 

‘‘What’s the matter, honey?’’ she said. 
“Don’t you like it?’’ 

“T love it,’’ I said. ‘‘But right now I want 
to fuck you. I want your pussy, not your 
mouth.”’ I wasn’t sure how I was going to 
accomplish this feat, but I knew I wanted to 
try. My cock was still throbbing—a few 
more licks from Sara’s talented tongue and 
I would have exploded—so while my dick 
was still primed, I tried to maneuver myself 
into position. My leg felt like two tons of 
cement as I rolled myself over and climbed 
on top of her. I rested on my hands, looking 
straight into her eyes, my cock just inches 
away from her pussy. ‘‘Not bad so far,’’ I 
said. 

“I’m impressed,’’ Sara said, sliding my 
dick into her snatch. I’ve never fantasized 
about fucking amputees or paraplegics. 
Some people do, but I’ve always felt sorry 
for the handicapped. I knew as soon as I 
was inside Sara that this was as close as I 
would ever come to knowing how someone 
like that feels. 


My cock felt fantastic inside her grooved 
cunt. Even though I hadn’t even touched 
her pussy, she was sopping wet inside, so I 
knew my gimp was turning her on as well. 
After a few quick thrusts I could feel myself 
almost ready to come, but I held back. I 
wanted to give Sara the fucking of her life, 
bum leg and all. My cast was hitting the 
wood frame of the bed as I pounded away 
at her snatch. The thumping of plaster 
against wood set a rhythm for our fucking 
and was making us both hotter. Her leg was 
pinned under my cast, and I was afraid it 
might be hurting her, but I knew a little pain 
only heightens the pleasure. I plunged in 
and out of her, and I could feel her coming. 

I felt like I could come forever. After a 
few more spurts, I pulled my dick out and 
moved it quickly to her mouth. It wasn’t 
easy maneuvering up to her face, and a few 
hot drops of semen landed on Sara’s 
stomach and tits. She greedily rubbed it into 
her skin as I jammed my still-spurting rod 
into her mouth, pouring the rest of my load 
down her throat. I could still feel Sara com- 
ing as she slurped down the last drops of my 
cum. Exhausted, | pulled my dick out of her 


mouth and eased myself into position 
beside her. 

“Just wait till this cast comes off,’’ I said, 
pinching her right nipple. : 

‘‘No!”’ she said. ‘‘I like the cast...it’s 
kind of, I don’t know, kinky.’’ 

I had to agree with her. Sara and I have 
never been much for bringing parapher- 
nalia to bed with us. Dildos, vibrators, cock 
rings and ticklers never seemed necessary; a 
hard prick and moist pussy had always been 
enough to get us both off. I thought that 
maybe the sex we had just had was so good 
because I wanted to prove to myself that I 
could still fuck with a broken leg, but 
throughout the next month while I was laid 
up, our sex life continued to be better than 
ever. When it came time to take the cast off, 
we were both sorry to see it go, but I asked 
the doctor to save as much of it as he could. 
He made a clean incision and took off the 
entire cast in one piece. I still break it out 
every now and then the same way Sara 
might wear a particularly sexy negligee to 
turn me on. When she sees me climbing into 
bed with my cast on, she knows she’s in for 
a night of fucking she won’t forget. pia 
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HEN THE ALARM 
clock roused Sandy from a 
warm, wet dream on a rainy 


Monday morning, she knew she didn’t 
want to go to work, but Teri, her room- 
mate and co-hash slinger at the local 
greasy spoon, reminded her: “Y’know 
the boss is a mean prick. Even though 
it’s wetter than a hot pussy outside, 
we'd better go in.” 

Sandy, a sucker for a hard nipple, 
aimed to change Teri’s mind. Using 
some friendly persuasion in the form of 
a slithery tongue across Teri’s firm 
breasts and two stiff fingers inside her 
friend’s moist slit, the horny girl 
played, and the two soon came together 
in blissful agreement. Clit to clit, the 
playful roommates returned to bed for 
an exciting game of pussy-rub. “But 
what about the boss?” asked Teri, her 
orgasm about to peak. “Fuck him!” 
explained Sandy, and they did—the 
very next day! 


Photos by Alan Walton 
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from Hawaii who brought a touch of 

paradise to HIGH SOCIETY ’s exciting 
Sexcapades last summer. My mother was a 
woman of the night and my father a 
wayfaring drunken sailor, and I am much 
like the two of them, a wandering lust-slut, 
seeking sexual adventure wherever I may 
find it. To me, there is no greater pleasure 
in life than to be impaled on a man’s rigid 
prick, my tender-skinned hole stretched taut 
around it, the cock soothing an endless ache 
of desire deep within me. 

If I could take you to my island hideaway, 

I would work magic on your cock, taking 
your love organ first in my mouth, then 
into my warm, wet pussy where I'd bring it 


to fulfillment. 


[« JOI, THE ISLAND PRINCESS 
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FIVE FOR $50.00 Sig /Age/Date 
sles #4 wehure)/ Aga pate 2 es ee es 

PORN FANTASIE | certify | am over 19 years of age & wish to receive sexually oriented material. 


Featuring TWENTY: NINE of the 


HOTTEST & winnith 


AVAILABLE FROM THIS AD ONLY! 


WURISRECIAISPRICES = j= 
() * 0 
a} ASPECTAUSALUZO MAGSEORS 26 Ma ORIOCEs | 
* 
USE ENTIRE AD TO ORDER-CHECK PRICES & SELECTIONS ABOVE. 


P.0. BOX M-827 % GARY, IN 46401-0827 
AUSH Items Indicated. | Enclose $ Plus Postage. 
GCASH = GMONEY ORDER = CICHECK as Payment in Full 


DSend C.0.D. | Enclose $5 Extra Plus Postage. 
NAME (PRINT) 
ADDRESS/APT 


CITY. 
STATE/ZIP 


SIGNATURE/AGE/DATE 
| am over 19 years of age & request this material 


Make it a Reality CALL NOW 1-(314) 361-7117 
*Call Day or Night* Live, not a recording. 


(702) 739-1449 
LIVE PHONE SEX 
24 HRS. 


NO RESTRICTIONS 
OR LIMITATIONS 
DOMINANCE 


al 


GET OFF OVER THE PHONE 
CALL OUR SEXY LADIES 
OR HAVE THEM CALL YOU 
EXCITING BOOK OF SEXY PHOTOS 


P.O. BOX 513A ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


PHONE |32:.": 
and Ready 


FUCK ME ““ 


eux 


Ask For De De ke 
2 
Visa/MC/AE FREE Long Distance Call-Backs 


(213) 271-4249 


MY PLEASURE 
IS 


PHONE 
SEX 


NANCY 
212-245-6222 


Swing Club 


NAMES, PHONE NUMBERS, 
PLUS ADDRESSES 
AND PERSONAL ADS 
OF SWINGING GIRLS; GUYS, 
COUPLES & BI’'S IN YOUR AREA 
ANXIOUS TO MEET YOU 


CALL NOW 
1-618-332-6060 


P.O. BOX 1770 CAHOKIA, IL 62206 


Get turned on by phone when | 
give your permission to have sex 
your way. Call me, Pleasure, or one 
of my girl friends, or guys at 

1-901-454-6026 
Free —s————séFree 
Sexy swingers girls, guys, 
couples names and phone 
numbers in your area call Tasha 
1-901-323-9401 
P.0. Box 22715 Memphis,TN 38122 


MISTRESS ROXANNA’S 
PHONE FETISHES ~ 
ier. ¢ av) 


Talk ToA 
HOLLYWOOD STARLET 


FANTASY 
PHONE SEX 


My i 
Pussy Is ae all Joy 
Hot And Wet a 

Let's Get All Major Credit Cards 
Of Together! — FREE Long Distance Call-Backs 


(213) 859-2442 


BEST PHONE SEX 


(213) 854-3425 #3 


OVER EIGHTY GIRLS TO CHOOSE 
FROM! ALL RACES, SHAPES, SIZES, AND INTEREST 
FROM STRAIGHT SEX TO WATER SPORTS $2 BETWEEN 2&5 AM 


THE ORIGINAL 
AND STILL #1 


TOLL FREE # 


if busy or you live in 


Michigan or Canada Call 


Call with any phone request 
One of our sexy girls will 
immediately call you back. 


Free Long-Distance 
CALL BACKS 


BRAND 


STIMULANTS 


5 STRENGTHS TO CHOOSE FROM! 


300 Mg 
275 Mg 
250 Mg 


200 Mg 


125 Mg 


50 Mg 
25 Mg 


357 MAGNUM TABLET 

20-20 TABLET 

LARGE YELLOW CAPSULE 
LARGE BLACK CAPSULE 

PINK HEART TABLET 

PINK FOOTBALL TABLET 
BLUE/CLEAR CAPSULE 
GREEN/CLEAR CAPSULE 

WHITE w/BLUE SPECKS TABLET 
WHITE w/GREEN SPECKS TABLET 


SMALL YELLOW CAPSULE 
SMALL BLACK CAPSULE 


DOUBLE WHITE CROSS TABLET 
WHITE CROSS TABLET 


ORDERS SHIPPED C.0.D. WITHIN 24 HOURS! 
OR CHARGE IT! M/C & VISA ACCEPTED. 


ORDER BY PHONE TOLL-FREE 


800-382-3919 


TABLETS ~ 100 o 


In Ohio ~ (419) 698-1695 


00* ~ 1000 only $45.00° 


CAPSULES - 100 only 00* ~ 1000 only $75.00° 


*Phus small handling charge 
B&M Labs 


P.O. Box 185, 48159 
1 


My sexy friends and | want to make 
love to you over the phone and share 
your wildest fantasies 
For an unforgettable experience, call 
now and let's turn each other on! 
CALL LAURA 


ye) 741-0216 By 


| “LIVE” 
| PHONE SEx | 


For Guys, Girls & Bi's 
No a Oe 


% 


CALL 24 HOURS—7 DAYS 
FOR FREE INFORMATION 


CALL 


1-816-685-3011 


VISA & M/C ACCEPTED OR 


ro 
| ne 


WRITE TO 


DESIGNS CO. 
P.O. Box 32 
St. Joseph, Mo. 64502 


— WE GIVE GOOD PHONE — 
ee ie ae 


PRIVATE LINES 


Telephone Fantasies 


A 
{ j 


py 
i #R i / 
e f 
A ons 

MISTRESS ELAINE DONNA 


STRICT & SENSUOUS SOFT & SEDUCTIVE 
IT'S YOUR CHOICE! 


(212) 807-8123 


A TOUCH OF CLASS 


Real woffen 

Who Want 
Real Sex 

call me 


right now. 


7 DAYS—24 HOURS 


Master and Visa cards 


_ Sumi, 
antasy.S hone: 


212: ag 6570 


MAL 


Call Tracy «: 
1-312-262-9800 


PO BOX 59238, CHICAGO, IL 60659 


I Specialize 

in Phone Sex 
ith 

Married Men 


Your wife can't possibly do for you what | 
will. You wouldn't dare talk to her about the 
subjects we'll get into. No taboos between 

you and me. And the unusual techniques 

J use will excite you beyond belief. 


CALL AMY 212) 307.5570 


24HOURS MASTER/VISA 


SWIN 
ps G 
(2 & yy 
SWINGING GIRLS, 
COUPLES, 
GUYS & BIS 
IN YOUR AREA 
WHO WANT TO MEET YOU 
NOW! 


PLUS PHONE NUMBERS 
AND ADDRESSES 


CALL NOW! 
1-618-874-1000 
P.O. BOX 525A 
ST. LOUIS, MO 63166 


(714) 261-9421 
213) 868-9380 


Continuous Action Stimulants 


Amaphetrazine 


CAUTION: Pregnant women, 
persons over 65 and indivic- 
uals with high blood pressure, 
near ciwsease, Crabetes or 
thyroid disease should use 
only as directed by a 
physician. Use only as 
directed. This offer 
void where 


Stay alert for that long drive 
home. Beat back that tired, 
drowsy feeling during study or 
when you have to keep going. 
Zep o dremty Sak mnie houpe 


12 


Hi, Dm kinda. I'm a (A year old college Student 
who loves experimenting with all Kinds of sex 


This is a personal ad! 
you won't have to wait for 
a call back. 


M/C VISA 


Fast Delivery! 


S wnen y 
rder Now! 
Jars of 100—$19.95 plus 
handling 
Jars of 1,000—$125.00 
Nciuding shipping. 
Call Toll-Free! 


1-800-382-3182 


LIVE WIRES 


New York's Hottest Telephone Fantasies 


Call Cindy ity Now For A Sizzling 
‘onversation 


(212) 741. 0971 


ALWAYS OPEN 


TELL ME 


EVERYTHING 


THAT 


EXCITES 


you 


LET’S GET OFF TOGETHER 


Sizzling Summer Sexcapades: Last year we 
knocked your socks off with an action- 
packed Summer Sexcapades pictorial in the 
August HS that had more tits and pussies 
per page than any other men’s magazine. 
Now, because you asked for it, HIGH 
SOCIETY is doing it all over again! You 


COMING IN SEPTEMBER 


won’t believe your bulging eyes when you 
see our gang of naked nymphos cavorting 
shamelessly in the hot summer sun. If this 
doesn’t give you sunstroke, nothing will! 
Shocking Rape Case: As patrons cheered, a 
young woman was gang raped in a small- 
town bar. HIGH SOCIETY exposes the 
whole truth about the most talked-about 
rape case in history. We’re also starting up a 
brand new health column that will keep you 
vital and vigorous. In September’s ‘‘Sex- 
tra!’’ we give you an update on advance- 
ments in male contraception. 

Plus: Your demands that HIGH SOCIETY 
feature more mature models will be met by 
our beautiful merry widow, a woman who’s 
certainly an oldie but goodie. We’ve also 
got a Liza Minnelli look-alike who’ll turn 
your life into a cabaret, as well as our genu- 
ine celebrity features packed with never- 
seen-before nudes of your favorite stars. 
And let’s not forget our spunky ‘‘Silver 
Spoonfuls,’’ jokes, lusty letters and 
hilarious cartoons. All this and lots more is 
in store for you when you pick up the Sep- 
tember HIGH SOCIETY when it hits the 
newsstands on July 24th. Don’t miss it! 


Don’t Miss A Single Issue! 


Mall to: Relaxation Products, 801 Second Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10017 


Enclosed Is my check or money order for 


1) CO April ‘79 9) O Dec. ‘80 
2) UO Feb. ‘80 10) 0 Jan. ‘81 
3) CO March ‘80 11) CO Feb. ‘81 
4) CO) May ’80 12) CO April ‘81 
5) Co June ’80 13) O June ‘81 
6) 0 July ‘80 14) CO Aug. ‘81 
7) O Sept. ‘80 15) CO Sept. ’81 
8) DO) Oct. ‘80 16) C) Oct. ’81 

Name 

Address 

City 


17) O Nov. ‘81 25) OC) July ‘82 
18) O Dec. ‘81 26) DO Aug. ’82 
19) OO Jan. ‘82 27) O Sept. ‘82 
20) CF Feb. ’82 28) CO Oct. ’82 
21) O March ‘82 29) 0 Nov. ‘82 
22) O April ‘82 30) 0 Dec. ‘82 
23) O May ‘82 31) O Jan. '83 
24) DO June '82 32) OO Feb. ‘83 
State 


33) O) March ‘83 
34) 0 April '83 
35) O May ‘83 
36) CO June ’83 
37) 0 July ’83 
38) 0) Aug. ‘83 
39) O Sept. ‘83 
40) 0 Oct. ’83 


I certify that | am over 18 years of age (please sign) 


at $5.00 each copy (inciudes postage and handling). 


41) O Nov. ‘83 
42) OD Dec. ‘83 
43) O Jan. ‘84 
44) CO Feb. '84 
45) CO March ‘84 
46) 0 April 84 
47) O May '84 
48) FC June ‘84 
49) 0 July ’84 


Zip 


Use this handy coupon to order your 
back issues of HIGH SOCIETY Today! 


98 HIGH SOCIETY/August 


‘LEO 'SEXCAST 


(JULY 24-AUGUST 23) 


MEN: As you sizzle through this long, lusty 
summer; you'll find your lovers get increasingly 
oe demanding. It may be tough work satisfying 

Ss Zz -them rly an amorous Arian who won't 


“you! Meoit ve be = easiest —— 


a 


WOMEN: Lucky Leo ladies will live out their 
wildest fantasies this month: A long-dormant 
desire may be rekindled, or you just may find... a 
yourself in the bed of a royal;rich and raunchy~ erp oS 
gentleman or even your favorite celebrity. V\ = 
out for a wild sexsmaniat of a Sagittarian. 

= in’ 


. Se eget 


HIGH SOCIETY doesn’t miss a trick—and neither should you! Every 

issue is jam-packed with the best in erotic entertainment and the most | 
gorgeous girls in the world! So don’t get behind in your reading. Use the 

coupon on page 98 to order any back issues you might have missed. 


ro 
= 


on 


J 
Barehack 


ful any 
pgs Lf 


SEE COUPON ON PAGE 98 || 
TO ORDER YOUR BACK 
ISSUES. 


November 1983 April 1983 


